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That was a question Destiny had no idea how to answer.  “Maybe she was hot.”
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THE TOWNHOUSE WAS WAY too quiet without Krissy and Sassy running from room to room giggling, barking and playing.  Of course all of that roughhousing always created a chain reaction of floors bouncing, china rattling and whatnots falling.  It was an absolute miracle anything ever survived their cheerful games of chase and catch.  

Looking away from the box she had been trying to cut into, Destiny glanced toward the silent pieces of china.  She hated everything about their stillness, but it was the solitude that had been nibbling away at her insides since Friday night.  She missed Krissy with every fiber of her being.  With just one weekend into the divorce and it was easy to see that she wasn’t going to enjoy being by herself on the days her daughter had to stay with her father.  

The only thing that had been able to keep her mind off  the much-too-quiet house had been the unending task of going through her mom’s personal belongings.  The remaining scattered boxes in the dining room were the last few things she needed to check through to see if any of it could be used, given to the needy or thrown away.  

Destiny focused again on the box poised between her hand and the edge of the tabletop. She sliced through the tape and then separated the lid.  She gently pulled out a porcelain doll from the many layers of its thin protective tissues.  The very first reaction to the old doll was a grimace that she followed with a slow, thoughtful headshake.  She stared for several seconds at the monstrosity and then placed it onto the table with the others.  

After a quick survey of the odd assortment of twisted limbs and disarrayed hair, she sighed. “I have no idea what Mom was thinking when she bought so many ugly dolls.”  At that exact moment the doll, nearest to her, mouth unexpectedly popped open.  The click was unnaturally loud, and it freaked Destiny out so much she stepped away from the table to distance herself from all of the staring dolls.  She tried calming down by taking in a couple of deep breaths, and then when she was certain she wasn’t going to die from a heart attack, she pointed at the cause of the scare.  “I’ve always hated clowns.  You’re going to be the first thing I throw into the burning barrel when I get rid of all this mess.” 

The clown’s mouth snapped back closed and at the same time, a cold nose pressed up against Destiny’s ankle.  Both incidents were so unanticipated she screeched and jumped.  When she looked around, she found that the cold nose belonged to Krissy’s dog, Sassy.  Sassy’s confused expression was enough to make Destiny giggle.  

As an apology for startling the small terrier, she reached down and patted the top of the dog’s head.  “I didn’t mean to scare you, but Creepy Clown Eyes here freaked me out just a little bit.  You can help me watch it burn later, if you want to.”  

Sassy titled her head and whined, so Destiny knelt and picked her up.  “I miss Krissy too.  It won’t be like this forever.  If he runs true to form, Tony will quit calling or picking her up in a couple of months.  My guess is the visits won’t last that long. He’s just taking her now because he knows it hurts me.” 

The two of them stared into each other’s eyes and wallowed in self-pity until they both heard the front door opening and closing.  


“Mom!” 


Sassy struggled until she was free.  She gave a happy little yap and then ran as fast as her tiny legs would carry her toward the living room. 

Destiny grinned.  She knew exactly how Sassy felt.  Krissy was home!  She followed the excited dog into the living room and watched the happy reunion for a moment before finally rushing over hugging her daughter.  While they were in a tight embrace, the front door opened again.  It was a moment or two before she looked back toward the doorway.  When she did, she was surprised to find her ex with a sexy young woman.  The two of them were linked arm in arm as if they were afraid someone was going to try to separate them.  

Before Destiny could say anything, her ex tossed Krissy’s overnight bag across the room.  It landed hard up against the glass television stand and caused several DVDs to fall and crash onto the wood floor.  A few of the plastic cases shattered and splintered off and went flying into several different directions. 

That thoughtless act rekindled the flame of fury that her ex always managed to somehow keep lit deep inside of her.  He liked getting a rise out of her so she quickly tampered down any signs of anger and plastered on a fake smile.  The faster she could get him and his lastest tart out of her new home the better it would be for everyone involved. Even though Tony didn’t mind fighting in front Krissy, Destiny didn’t like to, so she was determined to stay pleasant and civil, even if it killed her. 

To return to the earlier contented feelings she pretended no one was there to assess and critique the happy reunion. Destiny turned and grinned at Krissy again. “Hey, Baby!”  

She picked her light-weight daughter up and squeezed her just to hear her giggle.  The six-year-old had the sweetest most innocent little laugh in the world.  It was heaven to hear it again after all of the earlier silence.  Destiny’s squeeze was rewarded with a return death, defying hug that had an added full-mouth, sloppy kiss that only a kid could get away with and have the receiver savor every second of it.  

As soon as Krissy was finished with the kiss, she struggled out of Destiny’s arms and picked up Sassy. That reunion had an even wetter and sloppier kiss. There was lots of tongue action on Sassy’s part, but Krissy didn’t seem to mind in the least.  When both of them appeared to be satisfied that the other survived the weekend and all was well, Krissy went skipping, without a backward look at any of the grownups, out of the room and down the hallway toward her bedroom.  Sassy ran on the back of her heels as fast as she could. 

The moment they were out of sight Tony pulled his arm out of the crook of the young woman’s elbow and glared in the direction Krissy disappeared into.  He then whipped the glare toward Destiny.  


She felt the heat of his rage from across the room.  


“She gets her bad manners from you.  She could have at least kissed me goodbye and thanked me for all the money I spent on her this weekend to keep her entertained.  She eats like a horse and is a spendthrift just like you.  At least I had the good sense to get rid of one of you.” 

The giggle from the tart by Tony’s side and the fact that he could talk about his daughter in such a disrespectful way made Destiny see red and she could no longer control her tongue.  She lodged a fist on the side of her hip and pointed a finger in his direction.  “You did not get rid of me.  I got rid of your philandering ass, and for your information I always brought in more money from my job then you ever did.  Any money I spent was made by me.  Every penny you ever made was spent on booze and your cheap whores.  You might think that you’re impressing this little bit of jailbait, but I can almost guarantee that if she doesn’t already know that you’re more talk than walk, then she soon will.  Now get out of my house. Any rights you think you ever had to talk to me in that tone went when the divorce papers were signed.” 

For a moment, it looked as if Tony might collapse from a stroke.  His eyes were budging out and his face was now a lovely shade of crimson.  Destiny steeled herself and waited for the verbal attack, but before Tony could overcome the shock of Destiny’s rant the girlfriend tugged on the sleeve of his shirt to get his attention.  This must have reminded him that he had a witness and he needed to save whatever poison he wanted to spill out for a more private moment, because he backed toward the open doorway and sent a look in Destiny’s direction that left no doubt in her mind that they weren’t finished with this argument. 

As soon as the unwelcome company had vacated the premise, she closed and locked the door behind them.  She then leaned up against it and closed her eyes.  She focused on slowing her heart rate.  It was too bad that divorcing someone didn’t get them out of your life forever.  Unfortunately, when you had a child together the only benefit in getting a divorce was that you had a longer amount of time to regroup and reload ammunition.  


A shrill scream forced Destiny’s eyes back open and sent her heart racing. 

“Mom!” 


In a panic Destiny took off running in the direction of the scream only to find Krissy in the dining room with the table full of dolls.  

Krissy was holding one up and smiling.  The smile on her daughter’s face was the only thing that made her switch down from panic mode to the lower level of confused mode.  She should have already grown used to the fact that children could scream as if someone was trying to kill only to discover, after running to what you thought was a scene of a crime, that they were just really excited about something. 

“Where did you get so many pretty dolls at?  Can I have them in my room?  I really love this one.  Isn’t she the most beautiful baby you ever saw in your entire life? I bet I have some clothes that will fit her.  Can I have her, Mom?  Can I have her, please?” 

Destiny pulled out one of the dining room chairs and sat.  She looked from her daughter to the























d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lk Gl RN
ﬁCrymg

‘through
Flastic

E cs

== Regina Puckett





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





